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POET's MANU AL: 


INCE firſt ſome heaven-taught bard, wil tuneful tongue, 
The praiſe of Gods, or deeds of heroes lung, 7 

a Critics i in every age have graſp” d the quill, Mika 
Prais d what was well, and cenſur d what was ill; 

Some, with ſuperior judgement, bards have taught 

To form the plan, and ſtrictly weigh the thought, 

- To bid the manners ſtand the niceſt teſt, 

And wake the paſſions in the feeling breaſt ; 

For me, who little boaſt the Critic's art, 

As little boaſt the pow'r to conall the heart, 

"1 YN | Boaſt 


[2] 

Boaſt leſs than modern bards poetic fire, 
Nor aim to rival what I much admire ; 
Be mine to teach the doubting bard to chuſe- 
The ſafeſt ſubjects to indulge his mule, 
To guide his little bark from danger free, 
Tho' rocks and quickſands lurk amid the ſea. 

Hapleſs the wretch whom partial fates incline: 
To deal i in wit, and wanton with the Nine, 
Who never doffs his cap, and turns afide, 
To ſooth with praiſe ſome pow Tful patron's pride; 5 
But with fond raſhneſs vent' ring at the crime 5 
To tell plain truth, and tell that truth 3 in chime, 
In ev xy rigid rule of virtue bred, N 
And ſtill by honour' 8 empty ſound miſſed, 
The ſimple freedom of his heart diſplays, 
And where he find not merit, gives not praiſe. 
What boots the trifling boaſt of being wiſe ? 
of Parian ſtone he bids no column riſe, 
Nor gilds the roof ſuperb, nor dines in ſtate, 
Whilſt art is rack'd to ornament the treat ; 


What 


. J 


What if his deeds have never known reproach 
Has he fix footmen lolling on his each? 
Will thrifty knaves obſequious looks afford, 
And hail him, in obliging tone, Ay Lord p 
Wrapt in his boaſted virtue tho' he e572 54 
And ſcorn the happier man exempt from wit, 
Such, nurs'd in plenty's boſom: ſhall return al 


1 1 


The harmleſs ſneer, and ſcorn repay with ſcorn;̃ 


The luckleſs wretch ſhall cold neglect oppreſs,. | 
And fortune ſhun averſe, or deign redreſs; 


When genius then in early youth is ſhown,, A tt 


The prudent parent ſtrives to keep it down, 
Anxious the threat' ning miſchief to deſtroy, 
In kis own ſteps he guides the fay'rite boy, 

: Nor ſpares for precepts laudably deſign'd. 

'To cramp in narrow bounds the lib'ral mind; 
Bleſt ſhould ſucceſs with ſmile benign attend, 
And guide his labours to their deſtin'd end, 


Bleſt ſhould his pupil (tho' with boundleſs pride, 


Av'rice, and ſaucy petulance beſide, 


Leſs 


= HE] - 
Leſs honour and leſs boneſty ian heav'n 

[| 2 To bribing ſtateſmen and their tools has giv'n) 

= TEE Securely mock at poverty 8 alarms, 1 10 = . 
= 5 Folding the blinded goddeſs in his arms. ned Bert 1 A 
118 But ſhould the ſire theſe prudent cares diſdain, | 
Nor urge the rude reſtraint, but think it vain, 

Permit the youth, by genius led aſtray, He | 
With tuneful verſe to trifle time a ˖· oo 

Low, ſordid maxim teach him to deteſt, | 

And plant the ſeeds of honour in bis breaſt, 

Finding the profit of his ſohemes at laſt, 

1 How ſhall he moan bis erring conduct paſt, 

| How break his peace. with unavailing care, 


il That power and wealth are luckier dullneſs ſhare! 
| And what reſource ?---Content; indeed, tis faid, 


Looks not to wealth and affluence for aid, 

| F irm in itſelf and paſt expreſſion. great, 

| It lives unſhaken midſt the ſtorms of fate, 
if Knows toil and pain and anguiſh to beguile, 
| = And meets the heavici.exilecrith a ſmile, 


Yet 


17 


i Yet prudence thinks tis hardly to be PR" 
But with a thouſand times a thouſand pound. 
Horace, tis urg d, in many a jocund ſong, 

Boaſted content his Sabine fields among, 

Welcom' d kind fortune, while ſhe deign'd to ſtay, | 

Nor ſeem'd to dread her abſence, if away; 

| Virtue his guide, no cauſe he knew far fear, 
And look d on verſe an antidote to care. | 
But Fabius anſwers (and will he that's with | 

Or Fabius wealth or Fabius worde deſpiſe N 

*g pite of his boaſt, had fortune's favours fail'd, 

© Nor tuneful verſe, nor virtue had avail'd 


To fave the needy » poet s peace from ham; 
virtue [---what' 8 virtue to a Sabine Farm 


Then let no vot'ry at che muſes ſhrine 
The thoughts of eaſe and poverty combine , | 
_ Howe'er the mind with genius fraught may ſore, 
Charm'd with the beauties of Poetic lore, 
Howe er ſoft pleaſures ſteal upon the ſenſe, 


When. verſe employs, and cares are baniſh d thence, 


[6] 
Are Dreſs, Precedence, Luxury deny d. | 
Prudence ſtill combats on the ad verſe ſide. 

But if a youth, ſeduc'd by love of fame, 
Will barter wealthy views to gain a ; Name, 
 Thro' fairy ſcenes of verſe howe' er he fray, 
Oh, let him ſhun where ſatire leads the way, 
And, if reſolv d his tender wings to try 
In long excurſions, chooſe a ſummer ſky. 

The man whoſe conſcious boſom” 8 charg'd with crimes, 
Can find no wit in fatire's galling chimes, 

But if a ſwain, beneath a hawthorn laid, 

Drawls out a ditty to the cooling ſhade, 

Tells how the waters in meandirs Elias, 

Then ſweetly bids the couplet cloſe with tide, 

And ſings the groves how brown, the felds how green, 

Unmov'd he reads by fits, and ſleeps between. 

When a rous ſwains in am rous couplets ſpeak 

The bluſhing roſes on the fan- one 8 cheek, 

Of hopes and fears which in their boſorns ſtrove, 

| Of looks a langutſhing, and 00 ghs and love, 


When 


HF 5 , 
* 
7 5 
1 rm 
« > BY, 
$ IL 
* 2 
— ID 
* 


Wi 


| When Pindar' 8 Ga on daring pinions bees 


Aſcend the Kiez «ind view us men with ſcorn, 
Converſe with Gods in ſtile unfit for earth, 

And flout at plain good ſenſe as little worth; -« . 
Or when the laureat hymns the new-born year, 
In ſtrains moſt fitting for a lady's ear, 


With happieſt odes, which win the victor's priz g Us; 
Tho' Strophe with Antiſtrophe in dullneſs vies, 


No vengeful foes their harmleſs verſes bring, 


But modiſh cars are raviſh'd while they ſing. 


Oft have I heard, when Chaucer, Spencer, came, 


To pay their tribute to Mufæus fame; 
When Milton cring d ſubmiſſtve, and denyd 
His pow'r in verſe, and ſooth'd Muſæus pride, 


When quaintneſs reign d, and wit was ſtill to ſeck; 


Oft heard the modiſh wits enraptur d ſpeak, 
With art, they cry, with art this verſe is wrought, 


| How charming this, how exquiſite that thought ! 
With how much taſte, with how müch judgment uit! 


How wondrous great the powr of human wit l- 
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With 5 how this bard delight combines "Wa 1 
Curſe on that Churchill, with his rough-hewn ines. | 

Such are the themes which ſafely may be try d, q 

And oh, let prudence Rill from. danger aide. + 

Frudence will teach a bard ſhould ne'er ſet forth. 

The courtier's honour, and the courtier' 8 worth, 

Ne'er tell bis arts, dependents to beguile, 

From downright promiſe to conſenting ſmile, 
: Nor name this maxim as his rule alone, 
To praiſe his country $ welfare —ſeek his on. 

Nor (would a bard politeſt readers chuſe, 1 gt 

| Such as who doze o'er Whitehead“ E ſaber muſe) na 
Shall ſqueaking eunuchs grace his trivial lay, 101177 5 
The fops that praiſe them, or the dames that Pays. 
Fops who with loud Eulogiums. ſtill at hand, : 
Seek to perſuade how much they underſtand, WI 
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On fav'rite muſick random praiſe beſtow, 

And ſweet expreſſion, which they nothing 1 

Sage, cautious dames, who harmleſs; things admire, 
And think the lab rer worthy of his hire. 

Theſe 


L 

Thee, if once nm ; their utmoſt malice try, 
At tea-tables the culprit bard decry, | 
From beau to belle the vengeful tale goes wund. 
And ſhrill Italians echo back the ſound. 


Haply in days of yore, when truth had place, 


Ere modern manners brought it in diſgrace, 


And ſcorn'd the ſtile of freedom to oontroul, 
The fool he call'd ſo, nor had- eauſe to fear, 
Tho' blunt his manners, and his heart ſincere; 
But call the ſimple dotard from the tomb, 
| His native bluntneſs bid him now aſſume, 
Let him now dare, in honeſt: ſounds: repeat; 05 
This man a villain is, and that a cheat, 
wy traytor L--- and painted C- a wh—; 
No patient audience liſtens as before; 
Soon as (tho naming den the fool ſhould ſpeak, 
The conſcious blood would glow in ev ry check, 


Thouſands wou'd. damn him, whoſoe er he blam d, 


And juſtly think themſelves by proxy nam d. 
i . 5 5 D | 


Oh, 


| Oh, for thoſe ns times, ſo free from in, 
That ſatire ſcarcely wilk' d to draw her quilt; 1 3 1A 
Thoſe happier fiees; when Britons bold and brave, 1 


8 


— * 


Diſdain' d with one conſent the ſelfiſh Knave, 
Love of their country: then their minds inſſ pir d. 
| | And Heaven-born amity their boſoms fir d; 

| | Then hoſpitality, with gen'rous file, / ol dl 

| Taught the poor lab'rer to forget his toi, ad b c ba 
And to the needy ſtranger deign'd afford, 007 2 1 
il 5 A cordial welcome at the genial board 3 *. | 
Then too the manly race robuſt and ſtrong, 
In fighting fields, and horrid arms' among, 
Fierce in the front of danger ſought renown, 


* 2 


1 755 And knew no valour equal to their on; 
| | Proud Gallia frequent felt the vig rous ſtroke, 
- And abject ſtoop'd beneath the galling yoke, 
And evry people who their proweſs heard, 


Fought them as friends, as foes with reaſon fear G 
Such times are now no more; a puny race, 


of thoſe, their dreaded anceſtors take * 3 


The 


i 
7 — * 


The plain, old-faſhion'd virtues theſe deride, 

Their pleaſure luxury, and dreſs their pride; 

Low cunning current goes with theſe for wit, 

And ev'ry art is juſt, | that tends---to get: 2 

self. int reſt is the rule that all 'commend, 

And he's a downright fool that ſerves his friend. 
Where's the precedence virtue once obtain'd? 

And where that awful rev rence once it gain dꝰ 

The worthieſt wight our glorious days behol d, 

Is he that boaſts the hugeſt heaps of gold, 

Howe'er acquir d, his merit's ſtill the ſame, / 

And cringing flatt ry gives him up to fame. 

The next to him his fav Tite- pimp is known, 

Who by his patron” s pow'r extends his own; 

All beſides theſe, the bad, the great, the good, 
Are but with trifling diff rence underſtood, .. 
Each more belov'd as fortune gives him power, | 
Virtue alone but ſinks its votary lower. 

In times like theſe, had prudence been my _w 
ä muſe had never rank d on ſatire's fide, 


E'en from the novel miſchief was deriv' 


121 
How when at firſt I choſe from thence a theme, 
How of my numbers then did: malice deem? 
What rank ill- nature did it ſtrive to find, 


Tho' undiſguis d my phraſe, conceal d behind? 


What worthleſs friends Lloſt, and oh, what foes,. 


Ten times more worthleſs, then againſt meroſel! | 


Dreſs'd in the modiſh habit of a tale, 


Again the ſlumb ring enmity reviv'd, 


Not then their rankling-ſpite could: they reſtrain, ds 4 


But ſpent their little rage, yet ſpent in vain. 
'Tis not the rl. that's condemn'd alone, 


But on his ſong is equal ſcandal: thrown; 


No ſkill, tis held, is needful to compoſe 
Its ſtrongeſt ain lin verſe is proſe; 

No tropes, no figures grace the venom d lays, 
Nor flow ry ſentiments to earn the bays: 

But dullneſs may o er ev ry line preſide, 

If dullneſs has but pertneſs by her ſide: 


1131 


And ſenſe too may be wanting; put the caſe 
That hateful ſpite ſupplies the vacant place ; * 


And for it's power; there ſcarcely lives the fool, 


From the grey dotard'to the boy at ſchool, 

But hears it mention'd with contemptuous ſmile, 

Tho' vainly flouncing in its toils the while, 

And let them feign---from ſurer rules be ſhown 

The pow'r of ſatire, and its worth made known. 
Of fools or villains who from earlieſt times, 

Have glar d conſpicuous'in a ſat riſts rhimes; 

Of great or ſmall whom ſatire deigtrd to wound, 

(And none too mighty for her laſh are found) * 

On which has fatire tryck her pow in vain? 


Or which has found the means to break her chain at 


| Stateſmen whoſe wily arts have miſchief 1 d, 
And drawn deſtruction on their native land; 
To ſate whoſe pride have warlike legions bled, 
And loyal blood with infatny been ſhed, 
Who much their monarch's favour have abus d, 
Io vileſt purpoſes their power miſus d, 
E 


14 * 
Sougght ev ry ſalutary Webber to foil, 
And cramm d their purſes with a nation's + Hit - 


"Theſe can the ſat'riſt to ſucceeding times 


2 ranſmit with all the burden of their crimes, 10 


Shew forth in ev ry hateful point of view, 


Recite the crimes, and be th avenger too, 


Long after hiſtory's tedious page ſhall fail, 4 


And mute oblivion ſeize. her drowfy tale; - 


Nor ſhall the wretch his aged ſire who gave 


The deadly draught which ſent him tothe grave; 


Nor who his wife for fayour or for gold, 


His wife and ſelf to fell diſhonour ſold 
Nor ſhall the villain who with treach'rous 3 


From virtue's precepts ſway d the guileleſs heart; 


Nor who unpitying felt not for his friend, 
Unpuniſh'd to the lateſt times deſcend. 75 

To mend, indeed, the morals, ere too nice, 
Too proud the world was Drown to take advice, 
Was ches tho conceal'd; the ſat'riſt's aim, 
And only next to. this his hopes of fame: 


But 


Tas] 


But now who reads, but reads with ſpiteful 3 
5 Perverting ev 'ry beauty to a fault: 
E'en as when prieſts the laws of Heay' n ds: | 
And teach the lawleſs paſſions to reſtrain, 
Ill-manner'd wits frequent the houſe of pray r. 
Nor ſeek to learn, but go to cavil there. | 
| Theſe truths let ev'ry bard, who means © find, 
And hiſs at folly, treaſure in his mind. 
For him who meanly ſhakes at fortune's frown, 
And thinks her worth ſuperior to his own, Linn at 
Some wealthy patron. let the daſtard chuſe, 
And proſtitute for hire his venal muſe: 
His taſk be then with all his little art. 
To praiſe his patron, and his great deſert ; 
still as the year brings round th auſpicious morn, 
On which to happieſt fates his Lord was born, 
In ode or ſonnet ſwell'd with ſounding rhime, 
His fawning muſe ſhall hail the joyful time; 
or Thyrſis meeting Daphnis ſhall rehearſe, 
In ruſtic numbers and alternate verſe, 


The 
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The bliſs, the ! of the neighb'ring . 
Long as their bounteous Lord ſhall glad the plains; -- 
And if kind Heay' n, to crown the patron's joy, 
Repays his careful labours with a boy, 
The bard with. lutlabies the babe ſhall greet, 
Which trip it quaintly on poetic feet, rod 
Shall ſurely ſing how well the virtuous heir 
Will pay the knight s, and eke the lady's care, 
And teach his lord's dependents to admire 
The peerleſs graces of the new- born ſquire. 
Theſe with a thouſand wholeſome arts beſide, 
Which bards will learn who fondly flatter pride, 
Bid fair to bring the poet in renown, ; 
Tho' dullneſs load his verſe, to keep him down. 
Nor few the bleſſings known to bards like theſe, : 
Who truly boaſt the wiſh'd' for art to pleaſe; 
Oft as the patron, Riruck with moping ſpleen, 
Hides ſrom the world, and hates the beauteous ewe; 5 


The ſervile poet, Zany like, 15 fit 
To cheer his gloomy ſoul with quirks of wit; 


Or 
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Or if with frolic mirth his hours are crown 'd, 


And jocund ſong, and gen rous wine go round. 


Then too the bard is deem'd a needful gueſt, 
With antick geſtures to divert the — I 
To frame the catch obſcene, to drink, to join 


Their mad'ning revels and to fill their wine. 


Thus the domeſtic bard, with pliant will, ; 
Obeys the ned. nor ſtops at good or ill ;; 


For this his happy lot. allows to feel 
| The mod'rate joys of many a ſyn meal; 


For this, to tune at eaſe his wretched note, 


And brave the winter in a thread-bare coat; 


To teaze the cook-maid with his am'rous flame, 


And i in acroſtics wanton with her name. 


Ah, what enchanting proſpects thence ariſe! 
What views. delightful to the muſe's eyes 


When i in his eve of life the bard: worn out, : 


When now ſome threeſcore years have roll'd about, 


The greaſy nymph reſigns her loathſome charms, 


Her wrinkled beauties to his longing arms |. 


1 Wrhiat 


What bleſſed change ſhall in the bard be ſhown, '' | | | 
Who at ſome. inn ſhall then the boſt be knowp | J of baf. - 
Nor is it thus alone zbat fate repays 
The prudent bards who largely deal in praiſe. 
A youth I knew. a youth ally'd to fame, | 
Riches * idol, ſordid gain his aim, 
In eaſy cadence all his verſes flo wd. 
And partial Heav'n a little wit beftow'd z . 
From day to day twas Attalus be lung; EIN 


| For all his hopes on Attalus were hung, 

His fruitful panegyric, bold and ſtrong. 

Pour d compliment on compliment along. 

When Attalus receiv'd his bluſhing bride, 

The laughing Cupids frolick d by her fade ;” 

When brib'd conſtituents gave their venal voice, 
„ Mortals were glad, and Gods approv'd the choice; 


And if or gainful place or penſion fell, 

1e Mis Adging fortune once had acted well.“ 

For this the youth had plenteous favour ſhown, 
His hours roll d eaſy, and his fame was known, wt. 
Eb” IM. -- 
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"Till once too ſparing of his fulſome lay, 
The boaſted favour all was thrown away, 
The patron's vengeance nothing could retard, 
Till pow'rful malice cruſh'd the hapleſs bard, 
will then the poet with diſdain refuſe 5 
0 bedience to the dictates of the muſe ? ? 
Will he ſtill dare wi wi : honoy t to o he free, e: 
Nor at the ſhrige of gichgs bend the knge 7. „ * 


Will ev'ry caution but excite his ſcorn, ; 

N or . precepts teach hich, bor example Warn? 
Let him with ſtubborn ſoul provoke his fate, 

And know repe pte yhen it comes top 4 


Let him, a champiqn ſy op in yirtye' cauſe, 
| Deſerve and hope, but vainly hope applauſe ; ; 


F or not alone who feels or fears the dart 


From ſatire's hand, which reaches to the heart, 
But ev ry ſon of folly ſhall conſpire, 

1 With unabating toil, and vengeful ire, 

To keep his ſoul i in ererlalling dread, 

And heap deſtruction on his guilty head, 
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